LETTER VII.

July 23d, 1786.

THERE is nobody here, consequently I shall for some
days lead an inactive life. There is no Court, ex-
cept that of Prince Ferdinand, which is always
insignificant; he is at present on the recovery.* Prince
Frederick of Brunswick knows nothing. The English Em-
bassy caress and suspect me. Count Hertzberg still re-
mains at Sans Souci; I must, therefore, satisfy myself with
the sterility of the moment. I imagine I have discovered
that the real occasion of the threatening declaration of
Russia respecting Courland, was a secret proposal of mar-
riage between the Countess of Wurtemberg, the natural
daughter of the Duke, and a Prussian; and the increasing
intimacy of the Duke with the Heir Apparent, who has
found in the purse of this savage Scythian that pecuniary
aid with which he ought long since to have been supplied
by France. The Duke of Courland departed, soon after the
menace of Petersburg appeared, with his wife, who is said
to be pregnant, to drink the Pyrmont waters. According1
to all appearances, instead of remaining at Berlin on his
return, he will go to Mittau. He still continues to make
acquisitions in the Prussian dominions; he has lately
bought the county of Sagan, in Silesia; and the King,
who was not a little vexed to see the Prince of Lobko-
witz spend the revenues of this fine estate at Vienna,
treats the Duke of Courland with great favor. Besides
remitting the manor fees, he consented to alienate or at
least to entail the fief on female descendants, which be-
fore was revertible to the Crown on the want of male
heirs; so that the Duke, who has no son, found that, by
Ms carelessness, or a very strange kind of ignorance, he
had risked six hundred thousand German crowns on a
chance the most hazardous.

* Prince Ferdinand had just then escaped from a dangerous fit of
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